VI

" yn on me the New Year begins full of worries, harass-
|H ments and disappointments." He was three thousand
JL dollars in debt, one of his greatest liabilities being that
people liked and trusted him and consequently gave him too
much credit; he was unable to earn enough to support his
growing list of dependents; he was dissatisfied both with
the rate of progress he was making in his work and the
speed at which he was becoming known. Yet the greater
part of his distress was caused by his recurrent bouts of
despondency, the cyclical nature of which had manifested
itself early in his youth. "I dined yesterday on canvasback
and terrapin, with champagne and all manner of wonderful
drinks I had never tasted before warming my heart and
brain, and I remembered the sordid orgies of my youth.
(In more vigorous moods he recalled these orgies as romantic
adventures.) We were ill-clad, ill-mannered beasts, and the
drink was cheap and poor and nauseating. And then I
dreamed dreams, and pulled myself up out of the slime to
canvasback and terrapin and champagne, and learned that it
was solely a difference of degree which art introduced into
the fermenting."

Disillusioned words, sick words, but only momentarily
meant, the relapse-mood of the rampant individualist who
spends most of his energy conquering the world. Caught
in the grip of his dejection he wrote, " What is this chemical
ferment called life all about? Small wonder that small men
down the ages have conjured gods in answer. A little god
is a snug little possession and explains it all. But how about
you and me who have no God? There's damned little
satisfaction in being a materialistic momst."

From a professional viewpoint he had little cause to feel
despondent, for on the twenty-seventh of December, George
P. Brett, president of the Macmillan Company, one of the
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